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Dear John: 
February 26, 1951 
I had planned a l e t t e r to you v/hile making the soup f o r lunch 
but so much has happened i n the l a s t h a l f hour. '-Truthfully, I don't even 
know ¥/hat happened. Your grandfather and I are beginning to be a l i t t l e 
bored w i t h the "book" and you might as w e l l renumber t h a t as we go along. 
The house i s too warm and the crows are cavorting i n the meadow. Against 
t h a t background imagine your grandfather a f t e r a strenuous s e s s i o n w i t h 
Mr. Moyer, i n h i s c h a i r t w i r l i n g h i s f e e t v/hile the soup cooks. I asked 
him whether h i s f e e t were hu r t i n g and he s a i d they d i d n ' t . But when a t 
l a s t the soup was on, your grandfather seemed to be having a seizure of 
some s o r t . Thinking i t might be a heart a t t a c k , I f i x e d s p i r i t s of am-
monia which he v a l i a n t l y refused to d r i n k . I o f f e r e d to c a l l the doctor. 
Thi s he a l s o refused and w i t h h i s soup untouched r e t i r e d to h i s bed. I 
suppose w e ' l l never know what r e a l l y happened. But he wasn't too s i c k 
to mutter something to grandma about h i s f e e t h u r t i n g . I f t h a t man's 
l a s t words are not designed to put someone, p r e f e r a b l y h i s daughter, i n 
the wrong, he's going to have a miserable death. I t ' s no use, John, I 
can't get h i s viewpoint. I n weakly excuse f o r both of us, I repeat the 
"book" i s beginning to be a chore that has l o s t i t s i n i t i a l n o v e l t y . To 
add to the burden, the o f f i c e supply place no longer c a r r i e s t h i s kind of 
paper: Southworth's four s t a r bond i n the tv/enty pound weight. L i k e most 
good paper, i t i s made i n Ivfess. Do you t h i n k you could f i n d some of i t i n 
one of t h e Cambridge s t o r e s ^ I could use a box of i t . And enclose check. 
Thanks f o r sending the Lanpoon. Or wasn't t h a t your f i n e 
Spencerian hand on the envelope? ¥e read i t wit h g reat c a r e , every word, 
drawing, and punctuation mark. The man looking a t himself i n the bath-
room mirror i s s t i l l funny. I haven't seen enough ( o r any) of the movies 
mentioned to know whether the nominations should be taken standing up or 
s i t t i n g down. I shudder to t h i n k what w i l l be s a i d about Margaret Obrein 
next y e a r . 
(Grandma i s now c a r r y i n g Grandpa's soup up the s t a i r s . 0 death 
where i s thy s t i n g ? ) 
Your f a t h e r has the l a s t swimming meet of the season tonight and 
i s glad of i t . W i l l i B r o s i ( t h e barber who doesn't get h i s h a i r cut) i s 
going to buy some of the hay t h i s week. And the mail man i s due. I f I 
had any thin g of importance to say, I've forgotten i t . My l i f e w i t h 
f a t h e r i s r e a l l y too confusing. At the moment, he i s wandering about i n 
the k i t c h e n ?/ith h i s empty soup bowl, looking p a t h e t i c a l l y ready f o r more 
soup. But he doesn't look p a r t i c u l a r l y f i t and I wish he'd stay away 
from the old Adam. Good l u c k . 
iJLxJ?^ 
Morning shadows rose l i k e dark water on the sides of the b u i l d -
ings as they rode through the narrow s t r e e t s . Stepping c a r e f u l l y on 
the s l i p p e r y cobblestones, t h e i r horses turned t h e i r l i t t l e curved 
ears f o r the s i g n t h a t did not come 
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